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flesh with mobile faces, his heroes, Retz, Napoleon, Loyola,
were condemned to combine like so many crooked atoms in
order to produce the cheapest possible calico in the richest
possible world.

Moreover, would the Whigs have welcomed him ? Their
liberalism did not extend to the choice of their friends, and
the love of liberty was for them the monopoly of a clan.
One could if necessary become a Tory, but one had to be
born a Whig. The kingdom governed by the Whigs,
thought Disraeli, saturated with his Venetian reading,
would be the King transformed to a Doge and hedged in by a
Council of Ten.

Ought he then to offer himself to the Tories? But this
would be to adopt, in his twenties, a set of superannuated
notions, to range himself under leaders who were booed by
the crowd at the street-corners, to accept the burden of the
faults of the past fifty years, to condemn himself to refuse
all reform, however reasonable. Was it not better to follow
Bulwer's example and join the Radicals, and then, out-
flanking the Whigs, make ready to fight the latter with their
own weapons? Whig? Tory? Radical? A difficult choice
indeed! The simplest way would have been to obtain a
borough from some benevolent landlord. That was not
impossible. But it was essential to be well known to those
who had such seats in their gift, and, before all else, to gain
entry to the political world. And in the England of 1831
this world of politics was indistinguishable from the world of
fashion. The entrance to Parliament lay through the
drawing-rooms. It was there that one had to win favour.
One had to dine with the Duke of Wellington, with Sir
Robert Peel, the Tory chiefs; with Lord Melbourne, Lord
John Russell, the great Whigs; with Lord Durham, the
great Radical. Round a table, where the crystal threw back
the soft gleam of the lights, where beautiful women